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dividing their viands. As a distributor of the bread and cheese
both the woman in her and the young girl played their part. She
made sandwiches for John and herself as if the two of them had
stood back to back measuring their difference in size. He mean-
while pulled out the cork of the flask and held it out to her for
her to take the first drink. Preoccupied with the sandwiches, she
let him hold it till his weary wrist rested upon her knee. But as
soon as she had put it to her lips he jumped to his feet again,
murmured some kind of abracadabra and poured out what he
told her was a libation to the gods.
When they had finished all there was of both food and drink,
he produced a packet of Gold Flake cigarettes, and they smoked
for a while, contented and at rest. But the larks had come down.
The cold wind rendered their exultation intermittent.
"Those men were perfectly right," said John. "It has become
almost absurd, the way, from generation to generation of our
family the older generation outlives the younger. When you come
to think of it it's quite unnatural that four cousins, Philip, you,
myself, and Persephone should all be grown-up orphans; and the
only child of Grandfather's alive should be Aunt Elizabeth. And
I'll tell you another thing that's queer too; not one of our parents
is buried in the churchyard! How do you suppose that happened,
Mary?"
"How do you know they're not buried there. Cousin John, when
you've lived all your life in France?"
"Oh, I've watched the family, Mary! Don't you make any mis-
take. I've watched them like a hawk. I know exactly how much
money Grandfather's got. I know where every one of the uncles
and aunts died and where they were buried. I could write a his-
tory of the Crows of Norfolk, I tell you, like Ranke's history of
the Popes."
"They've never been very much," murmured Mary dreamily,
changing her position and stretching herself out on the grass.
"You're sitting on your coat, aren't you?"
"Yeomen, I fancy, for about five hundred years," said John.
She lifted up her head to smile at him.
"I've never thought much of yeomen." Her next "words came